HARKING    BACK

book even if one wishes that the contents had never
been written. . . .

It was getting on for four o'clock and the waiter, the
lounge having emptied, was hovering around with the
apparent desire that I should pay my bill. I paid it,
picked up my pack by the straps, went out, found a
seat, and began to reflect. I tried to hark back to the
'nineties, remembering at the same time a remark of
Wilde's that "dialect is a method of re-creating a past
that has never existed." Sitting in the sunshine I fished
out of my pockets certain envelopes and a pencil, and
began, having nothing better or worse to do, to try to
write in the manner of those forty-years-gone people
of "the 'nineties.'5 Only beginnings came; for, truth to
tell, I did not see why the originals should have been
finished, let alone the imitations. There came a
beginning:

Rain drifted quickly down from a lilac sky. Miss
Jones felt the child stir within her.

That would do for George Egerton, and (in matter at
least) for Grant Allen.

The washing of the blanchisseuse fluttered on the
line. The leaves of the poplars trembled silver in
the sad wind; Gustave sipped his absinthe.

That would do for Crackanthorpe.

Ah me, ah me, the quiet end of evening fades
Nunc it per iter tenebricosum, to the shades
Where all the roses, all the roses, roses go,
Had it been otherwise, ah yea, I know, I know.
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